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OROTHY DANE knew all about
the falthlessnesy of men! They |
were perfidious creatures who |
“loved and rode away, or
and told.”  You held theém by

ng them uncertain as to whether
or not you wished to hold them. Par-
tioularly did the city man woo the eoun-
try girl to her undying regret—for he al- |
ways tired of her simple uncalculating |

«Oh, yes, Dorothy considered herself
Wise concerning the wiles of men. And
then, when she was” nineteen and in the
flower of ‘lier delicate beauty she met
Qinton Harding.

‘Harding was as typical of the city as
was Dorothy of her little fishing village
~provided always you belleve human
beings may be consldered as types. He
wore His loose-fitting corduroys with an
air of distinction combingd of good tall-
oring and a good carriage, Bhe wore
ber gingham dresses with an untutored
stmplicity which made up for thelr lack
of Ot'and line,

¥From the moment he met the pretty.
barefooted fisher girl, Harding was in-
terested. Dorothy responded shyly as
te manner, but very frankly as to the
glow of tenderness tu her eyes. Btep by
step thelr woolng proeeeded, an W aver
the way of youth, Harding said nothing
definite, but Dorothy half guesssed all
he meant and all she desired him to

mean.
llz Donald Dane. Dorothy's uncle
and guardian, notleed the tremulous
sagerness with which the girl roee
meet each day, he sald nothing.
g. had econcerns of his own which
busier him far more than wondering
§#f the city chap meant well by Dor-
othy or nol

One afternoons the particular mo-
ment which a story writer muat selzse
upon in trying to show a cross section
of lifo " overtook the girl and her
uncle. Dorothy was climbing about
the rooks waiting for the happy dally
aceldent which should bring Harding
upon the scens, And presently Hard-
ing, playing his part in nature's little
drama, appeared. .

Eagerly the girl waved to her un-
declared lover. Emotion in full tide
was running out from heart to heart,

dy to sweep both Into the flow of
ife and love. The boy and girl sat
down on a rock and looked out over
the glittering beauty of the water,
elow the oliffs where the young
lovers sat there was a heavy growth
of bushes, and back of one green
elump of verdure thers wias & cave n
few feeat nbove the waterline. While
the drama of life and love was be-
ing played on the cliffs above, another
drama—world old, too—was bheing
enactad down on the sand where the
byshes grew. For suddenly the green
wth parted and a man peered out.

n hils hand he held a small mirror

d with It he fMashed a signal by
rlllo.ruph.

The Signal Flashes.
Far out on the green water, tinted to
light by the sun, & salling schooner rode
at ease, Two sallors aut the ralling

eaught the repeated Nask of the hello-
Eraph. They turned nnd summomdi
their captaln and presently he came to |
the deck and began reading and tran- |
soribing the signal of that little hello-!
graph, i

The message was this—no more. *“To-
night at 10."

In complete undersianding  the cap-
tain and his men smiled at ench other. |
A few rapld arrangements were made,
then ®*the messnge was destroyed nnn]!
presently a white pennant was baind |
to & rope and run up the masthead, !

The man In the bushes at the foot of |
the cliffs where Donald and Dorothy sat !
#o happlly, was sweepilng the far hori-
son with a puir of strong binoculars, At
last they caught the salling schooner In
their range and focused on it. A little |
bit of white ran up u rope and came |
at last to sway gently on the topmast. |
The man behind the hinoculirs smiled
with satisfaction. Then he stepped
back. The bushes closed about him and
the opening of the cnve was hidden,

At the top of the cliff sat Donald and
Dorothy. His arm was about her and
she was resting quletly In Ita clrele.
Nelth#r spoke,

And then over the cliff came Donald

Dane, Dorothy's uncle. The boy and
the gir] started to thelr feet, Dorothy
wns frightened, wondering what ex-
lapation her uncle would demand.

Jarding was suddenly aware of the fact

that he had cireled Dorothy with his
arm, but had not taken her Into his
arms, nor kisted her, nor sald he loved
her. He wondered suddenly what he
meant by it all—what he could tell the
girl’as uncle that he mennt,

But Donald Dane saked no questions.
Indeed, he seemed hardly aware of the
littie drama enmncting ltaelf before his
eyes, For he wan thinking of another
drama—the drama whose stage had been
set by his hellograph message and the
nuswering white flag on the salling
schoener—the druma to be enacted "To-
night at Twelve.” L

onald Dane's cottage was typioal
o{ Bmith Harbor, the little fshing
village where all of Dorothv's short
xouth had been spent Her home wan

a amall frame bullding, a cross he-
tween a housebont and a factory-
town shanty. Tt was painted white

and had tiny
Hke 'purlh.utl'l!

Back of 'the house wap an old-fash-
foned, ﬂlﬂ]"ll.‘-!‘\ll'hl‘l]. well, whose sus-
pended bucket hung from a rope tint-
01 with soft moss

torothy's home
of the sen.

windows, which looked
.

was primitive and
Its clean freshness made

up_ for its poverty. To Hardineg it
suddenly seemed a haven of refume
agalnst hia own thoughts Hut Doro-
thy shamefacedly remembersd the
board walls, decorated wiili seanweed
and starfish and hung with nets
“Oo in and met the supper. Dorothy,

wirl,” ordered her uncle. “Mr. Hord-
Ing and 1 will alt outalde and llght
a plpa”’

orothy hurrled to her own little
oom eagerly Presently she came
ut dressrd In a clean white dueck |
kirt and middy blouse. She pirouefted

ahout far @ moment with a relf-con-

gclous fov of looking her prettlest
Then ahe covered her Anery with f
ink checked apron and set about

aying the tahle

He Canngt Come.

At last everything was ready and
Dorothy hurrled avor to the door to cull
her guestn.

“Hunper's ready.  Unele, will vou get |
ue yome nlee feesh water from the well,
please-—-and then come right In.* |

“Borry, Miss Daorothiy, 1 didn't know
you werge counting on me. I'veé got to
hurry right over to the hotel and urll
off some letteras before the uptrain goes,
My mall for the ¢ity has to get out to-
night.”

more finlshed caguetts than Darathy

(Copyright, 1814, by the Star Company),

The Final Adventure
" The Watch That Told Secrets

might have poutingly suggested that he
could write hin letters there directly
supper was finlahed. But the little
malden of the fahing village looked
upon all men as nuperio'r belnga whose
will must not be too greatly queationed.

Ho she came out to the doorstep to
bid Harding good-by. Unele Donald

carried his bucket full of water into the |

house, and either chance or design or
carelessness, or both, made him close
the door after him.

“Are you morry I must
asked Harding.

And Harding »stooped quickly and
pressed his lipa to hers. Soft and young.
Dorothy's mouth trembled against his
own-—acquiescent, eager. He caught her
to him for a moment, and then he fairly
pushed her away and hurried off,

Aud beside the doorway of the Dane
cottage, where the unused oars were
leaning, there stood hils shotgun, for-
gotten for the time.

Dorothy stood and watched him go.
The tremor of her own heart was dell-
clous Lo her. The clamor of her blood
fairly frightened her. 8he ran to the
old-fashioned well and drew up a bucket
of cool walter.

First, she drank eagerly, as If burn-
ing with a thirat she could hardly
nesuage. Then she bathed her fhce and
her wrists, and stood smiling happlly
into the sunset.

For a moment she stood, yielding
herself to happy dreams. Forgolten
were all the romancgs she had carried
from the Cedar Point Library station!
Bhe had no memory of the falthlessness
of man nor of how he "loved and rode
away" or “kissed and teld.' B8he only
knew that she loved Clinton Harding
and that when he kissed her her heart
and soul had gone In triumph to her lips
o meet his demand,

Bhe loved him. And he had kissed
her. Dorothy was very happy and
not at all afrald of the awakening her
reading had taught her to belleve fol-
lowed love's dreaming.

go—dear?"’

"Dnrnlh_\--—whr! are you mooning out
there for”' calleg her Uncle's inslstgnt
volee." This striped seabass nin't gfng

to get any better by beln' cold:!"

80 Dorothy left her dreaming of the
mon she loved and went In to wait
upon the man who cofld make the de-
munds of relationship upon her.

Bhe thought Clinton Harding would
surely return that night to tell her
what her kisk had meant to him. But
he did not come., And the next dpy
passed-ang stll he did not come.*

First wonder, then pain, then doubt
hald Dorothy In thelr grip., She was

sing through the world old tragedy of
the woman who gives devotion when
man has only wanted a little diversion.

1t warn an ordinary enough tragedy—
but that made Dworothy's pain none the
lens. She was miserably unhappy.
There wis no one to help her, no one

to care., She bore her paln In sllence
an long a8 she could—and then nhe
acted.

“Well, Reatrice, what particular

thriller I (illing vour starry eyes with
waonder this morning?’ asked Jimmy,

“Oh, you'd never understand, T wan
thinking about the falthlessneas of
men,” ‘sald 1. *“And that's a subject
where your sympathy Is hound 2o lie on
the wromg side. You sghan't see this
letter.™

Jimmil fairly seized it from my hand
and read it nloud In a burlesque tone,
whiey brought a tinge of sadness to my
heart:

“Smith Harbor, Long Island.

Dear Miss Falrfax:

“1 wm u country girl and in love with
n young mnn from New York who has
been staying here. Last night he kissed
me, Now be has gone without a word,
What shall T d0? DOROTHY DANE."

Jimmy looked at me with an alr or
focusing hls sttention on some one or

some thing he couldn’t quite aee,
“Smith Harbor!" he sald. “Smith
Harbor. Bay I've got to call John

Martin, sof the United States revenue
department, on your phone, [ was try-
ing to get a story from him this morn-
Ing—there's a suspiclon in the
prireles that there's a little smoggling
going on dowp on Long Island., 1 went
to Martin thia morning after a story—
but T didn't get It.

“He's got one of his best men down
at Smith harhor looking Into the matter

land he's promised me that as soon As

the chuap reports he'll §ave a story for
me. Now I'm wondering If 1 have a
story for him. Mind it [ call him up?

A Suggestion,

Of course 1 dldn't mind a bit. And
presently Jimmy was asking eagerly of
somecne #t the other end If Smith har-
bor wis the place where his man was
staying, Jimmy smiled with the tense
excitement he always shows when his
detective and newspaper instinet are
working happlly together hand In
hand,

Then he turned to me. “Permit me
to reread your leter, Miaa Fairfax. It
beging to scem to me that I have a
grent deal of sympathy for your fisher
majden |, Um—yen, Buppose you KO
and see her, T'll come down Iater.'

“Butl this=isn't u very urgent case,
I can't necomplish much by going to
see her. Besldes I haven't gone all
through my mall und there may be
women who need me far more
Darothy Dane does,” sald 1.

“Heatrice Falrfax, how many city
men do you suppose are staying In
that God-forsaken spot known as ¥mith
harbor ubout now. It's a bunch of

Adumbledown shantles and smelly fshing

shucks and yellow sand and cliffs eaten

into by the tide. There's nothilng sum-
mer-resorty or alluring about Smith
harbor,

“Your girl writes that she's in love
with a city chap who dissppeared after
he kissed her without coming Yack for
more, My man Martin says that his
man, Harding, Is down at Smith harbor
lopking for smugglers und hasn't re-
portad ror twenty-four hours,

“Now amugglers are not a particu-
lnrly polite” and moderate crew, If
Harding han disappeared, It may be
that his brulsed and battered body Is
Iying at the foot of & cliff, or forty
fathoms deep with heavy leads to
welght him down, T vote to go down
and see. How do you vote?"

1 voted jusi ns Jimmy wanted
to. That I8, T agreed to wo down to
Bmith Harbor,

When Clinton Harding left Dorothy
Dane to her malden meditations on
hor firast kiss, he hurried off In =
frame of mind almest as exalted as
hers. Tt wasn't his first kiss, by any
means: but It was his first real one.

He knew that Dorothy meant
somoething to him thiat none of the
girls he had thought he cared for in
his clty life had ever remotely sug-

me

kested to his heart or mind or sensen. |

Ha had warked at odd jobs—npelling
papers, blacking boots, vending pen-
puts, and at last good fortune had
brought John Martin, of the revenue
service, across his path. Af sixteen
Harding went to work for Martin as

Inner |

than |

an errand boy. Now at twenty-fo
he was the ciler- first .lilul:{'ltf -
Gratitude a Factor,

Gratitude was one "of the largest
faotors in Harding's generous nature,
' His first kiss must be temporarily for-
gotten while he went to pay the al-
leginnce due his fArat friend.

With the memory of Dorothy's
gentian-blue eyes and trembling red
lips tucked tenderly away In a corner
of his heart, Harding hurried down
to the hotel and set about writing a
letter to his chief. Tt was brief and
bore hin message olearly:

“Doar Martin—Nothing nusplelous
here. ‘Wire ingtructions. Wil do
whatever you say, for I don't want
{to fall down on the job that you've
Kilven me, Feeling fine: hope you are,
too. 8ineerely,
“CLINTON HARDING.
It was not In Harding's nature to
express himself In worde, Martin must
know that he was a sincere and grate-
ful friend—and Dorothy must guess

two men with Dane exclaimed anxiously
that they had heard & sound in the cave,
They hurrisd back to investigate, while
Dane and the captalp superintended the
unloading of the packing cases and their
removal to ths oave,

In the inner chamber of the cave the
smugglers saw the flgure of A  mMan
whose business there must portend dan-
ger, One of them litfed an arm in which
he held a heavy olub, and with It he
struck. Harding fell face downward, an
Inert figure, helpless and powerless to
betray what he had seen. The smug-
glery studied him for a moment din-
Dnuklomle!y and then returned to their
work.

And mso two days passed, and Dor-
othy Dane walted in vain for the return
of the man who has kissed and lefiSher,
Hourly she grew more restless and un-
happy. ‘as it true that a man like
Hard’;ng tired of a girl directly he Telt
sire of her?

I followed Jimmy's suggestion, pack-
od a little handbag and hurried down
to Bmith Harbor, Directy 1 arrived
there, I took s reom at the hotel, and
them went to visit- 'ﬂ" K¥irl whosé cry
for ald had brought he to her little fish-
Ing village,

gfnun the girl I had come to visit
sltting on the doorstep of a tiny eot-
tage. She lpoked pathetically foriorn
and unhappy, but as seon as 1 came
she unburdened herselfl to me with a
dependent alr some women have; that
of unloading thelr troubles on your
shoulders and'ceasing in the process to

feol that they have any longer any
troubles’
FPresently, to the cottage where we

were sitting. there came a peddigr—a
whiskered member of an Oriental race,
He was an exotic nrum in the qulet
streets of that little fishing village, As

that she was truly beloved.
Again he saw the cottage where he |
had left her standing, and suddenly a |
queer detall obtruded Ilself on hllI
mind. It was a memory of the gun he
had left leaning against the white-
washed wally. He must have that gun.
Harding got up, took his hat, blew out
the lamp, which waa the primitive

means of lightihg rooma In the Smith
Harbor House, and went to fetch his
gun.

he eame stumbling along with his pack
on hin back, the country girl showed
the Intereat the Inhabltants of rural
distriets often betray In anything un-
toward or unexpected,

The man seemod to recognizs and ap-
reciate the responajve anititude of the
ﬁlllq country girl. At once he put down
his pack and with a nice understanding
of what would appeal to her, he got
out m case of wrist watches, 1t took
IHtle persuasion to make Dorothy put
ans an.

I had not the heart to interrupt the

NEW WORK FOR HUMANITY

Dear Readers of The Washin
‘At the suggestion of a wi

Now I am goin

motion pictures. .
They will be

show the acting of the story.

on the screen,

tion pictures I shall try to

of work. For years | have written “Advice to the Lovelorn”
for the newspapers. | have answered questions of men and
women concerning the affairs of their hearts.

to do something more exciting than that.
With the help of Miss Grace Darling | am going to take some
of the most important episodes that come to me through the
letters from the millions of readers of “Advice to the Love-
lorn,” make stories of them for The Washington Timeg,
Miss Darling and Basil Dickey will turn them into scenarios for

oduced as stories in The Times every Sun-
day, and during the week following the

It is so exciting to think of having your thoughts changed
into actual moving human beings appearing befofe the puglic

In my work in collaboration with Miss

ve good advice, working as alwa
with my one great motto, ‘“‘Love makes the'world gg round."y’

Times:
man | have begun a new kind

and

motion pictures will

Darling in the mo-

BEATRICE FAIRFAX.

wall-curbing, olimbed over It, selzed
upon the rope and so disappeared.
Beatrice Geta Ald.

The peddler came from his place In
hiding, smiled with satisfaction, and
then hurried down the road and across
lota to the top of the cliff, where he
waylald me with the thudding atone
and its message that 1 should phone
Martin,

In the corridor of the rickely hotel I
found that little Instrument that travels
to the very outposta of civilization—a
telephone. In a fow minutes I had New
Now York, and was talking to the

! “IT WILL TELL

| Now Dorothy, her heart still nulnw!
| with tenderncse, was even then lHght-
ing her candle and bldding good night
to her uncle. The girl went Into her
jroom and closed her door that whe
jmight be alone with her dreams. And
| Donald Dane loked nt hie watch, light-
|ed his pipe and walted,

When the hands of Donnld Daune's
{watch united In a stralght line over
|the figure twelve, he rose, put out the
'llth]: in hig-living room and went out
to the ateps of his coitage. Quietly
and with infinite cautlon he eloged the
{door after him. Then he put his hands
to his lips and whistled

| From the shades back of the hcuse
two men approached, They walked
with the rolling galt of the mallor. For
a moment they jdined Dane at the
doorway and after whispered instruc-
tiong the three hurrled over to “he
old-fashioned stone curbed well,

Dane ssiged upon che rope from which
the bucket waa Juspended, stepped over
the coping and glid Jown Into the dork-
nesa below., A second man followed him
and then the third sallor climbed over in
turn.

Just at that moment Clinton Harding
eame up the rond to the Dane cottage.
He picked up his gun and turned to go,
Then the creck of a windlass ciine Lo
him through the silence. He looked
about him alertly, suapiclously The
sound came from the rear of the cot-
tage.

Quletly, Harding took a step or two
in that direction; and he raw a man's
head disappearing sver the stone coping |
of the wall He stood stll]l a nlmnt-n![
reviewing the situntion, and after lhrtli
he moved quletly toward the wall, There
he hesitated for & moment, and then,
dropping his gun In the grass, he selzed
upon the rope and deacended feanrlcssly
to whatever walted him in the unknown
blackness.

Half way down he clung for a mo-
ment with one hand while he flashed the
light of his electrie toreh Into the dark-
ness. A few Inches above water level
he saw o door cut into the stone of the
wall, Through this he felt certain the
man he had seen disappearing over the
slde of the well must have gone.

There wnas no more hesltancy on
Harding's part. He continued golng |
| down the rope hand over hand, found |
the opening in the stone wall and went
through Iit. ' Directly his feet touched
greund ne drew a pistol from his hip
|p(u‘kot, and holding It In one hand an
| alectric torch In another he sent & finger
|of lght scross the nassagewuy.

He followed the light and came to
a wide cave which opened at one ond
| on the parsageway to the well, and. an
| ha Immedintely gsugpected, out under the
cliffs upon Lthe shore and the further
end,

A Perilous Feat,

Hardipg flashed his light weross the
cave and stood ready,

In the meantime a boat, manned hy
the two msallors who had answered
Dane's hellograph signal that afternoon,
wan rowlng 'n from the salling schooner,
In It wers a number of packing oases
punrded by the eaptain of the steamear,
who stood anxlously In the stern gazing
out over the ocean receding behind them.

The boat pulled up at the foot.of thp:
cliff and from the bushes which guard-
ed the entrance® of the cave Donald
Dane, followsed by his two men, came
out to greet the captain, Suddenly the

)

SECRETS, MY FRIEND,"

Instinet which probably began when
Mother Eve selected the smoothest,
freshest flg leaf she could find. But an
Interruption ¢id oceur In a moment, for
an elderly man of the seafaring type

came up and roughly asked whnt waa
golng on. Ilmmedistely the peddier be-
gan diaplaying his waresa and Ingra-
tintingly whined; “Pappa buy a wrist
watch.*

He took what nppeared to be n wrist
watch from his oase, and even while the
man whom Dorothy had addressed as
"Unele” was protesting, the peddler
clasped It tightly on Dane's wrlst,

The “wateh” had a pecullar dinl with
figures running from a point marked
"normal’ to one marked “high.'

"That won't tell time.” sald Dane
Irritably,
“It will  tell mecrets,” smiled the
peddier,

Desplte his rich, thick gutturals snd
the forelgn accent which suggested
Hester street or Oriental shores. I
:"ocupﬂli&ﬂl Jimmy's voice,

And now the peddler laughed and,
relzing Dane's hand, he studied the
Instrument he had strappod to it clogely
while he sald: ‘1 sell cheap, because
I buy from smugglers,'

And rapidly the dial hand crossed to
the mark “high."”

The instrument Jimmy¥ Barton, in
his disgulse as n peddier, had strap-
ped to Donald Dane's wrist was an
inventlon called the sphymograph,

Hut even while the sphyvmograph
betrayed his Interest In the waord
"smuggler,” Dane curtly. refused to
buy anything and fulrly ordered the
peddler from the place However,
that gentleman gRave me n very good
price on the wrist watch Dorothy was
80 loath to pury with,

I presented IL 10 her. wondering on
whose sxpense acvcount it would go
down later,

After the peddler left, 1 promised
Dorothy to ko down to the hotel and
make every nosslble effort to locate
her missing lover

“n bade the girl good-by
hurrled down the road agaln., I had
wone but a short distance when a
gtone thudded at my feet with s qulet
heavinoss aulte unlike tht-lr’l:llminu

(]

and

sound u falling stona is ¥y to
make. It was wranped In heavy pa-
per. 1 took this off and In Jimmy's

well-known writing I found this mes-
sage: “Phone Martin. Tell him i/
look In the well"

I looked up, and there on the
of the ¢lIf was my [rlr-nd the peddier.
He waved a friendly hand and hur-
ried off,

Now, how had Jimmy Barton man-
Fxed to discovaer "suspiclous clreums-
stgnoes in connection with an inno-
cefit stone.curbed well?

On his way to the tottage he had
stumbled over something I¥ing In the
Krass near the well, He stooped and

Tace

discovered a shotgun, on the stock
of wrli-l.lrh the Initials C. H. ware
carve

When Dane bade him begone he lin.
gored walting for my departure. He
was gure onee the master of the house
thought the coast clear, some evidence
which fitted in with the finding of the
gun and thd heavily trodden grass
would betray Itself. And he was S'M.
Dtmtlr dhad gone, Dane pesred about
carefully to assure himself that he was
unobservéd, then «crossed over ta the

-—;-_-T—-v: s

SAID THE PEDDLER.

to

with

Rerviee

United States Revenue
John Martin on the wire
“(Good! Miss Falrfax,” sald he, “Jim-
my Barton doesn't lead me on many
wild goose chasca. 1°11 start
, and drive down. We ought to make it
Inside of an hour. Tell Jimmy we're
coming, and that we count on him to
i hold the fort until we get there.”
' 1 hurried out to the road again to look
l;or Jimmy. but he _seemed to have dis-
appeared. '

When half an hour passed and there
was still no xigna of Jimmy, T hegan
to think the situktion not entirely
humorous. ¥ hurried In and discussed
the matter with the landlord of the
tumbledown hotel.

“Lawsgee, Miss!" sald he betweasn
giratlons of & jow which seemed more
occupled with tobacco than the Enk-
llsh langunge. “there beant nawthin’
to fret vourself about. Boys will be

And that was about all the satisfac-
tlon my tour of Smith Harbor and
my crogs=questioning of Ita inhabl-
tants netted me

In the meantime what had become
of CHnton Harding? When he re-
coverod his senses he found himaelr
bound shinnd and foot and lying in
domp darkness. Recollection of the
events which had led to thir sltuation
returned to hlm—but he had no way
of estimating how mueh time had
elapsed since they occurred,

In the Darkness,

he could not tell. All about him was
blatkness—the
| Ben cave
“Wonder if they'll make
& plank? Taken all in all that would
bs more Interesting than lylng here
| te die of curlosity,” thought Harding,
uneaxily., *“Martin will think I'm
awflul dub

haven't
face him after selling him out.”
Bomehow the thought that Martin
might suspect him of disloyalty wor-
ried Hurding almost more than his
| personul terrorn as to his own fate!
But what his fate was to be did not

remain long In doubt,
Aftey

1 was badly ruptured whila lifting & trunk
povernl yeara Ago Doctors sald my Jnly
hope of cure wWas an operation,

| ma no good. Finally I got hold af wome-

directly |

thing that gulckly and completely ocured me, |

| Yearn have passed and the ruplure has never

returned, although I am dolng hard work as
|a carpenter, There was nu operatiop, no
| lost tlme, no trouble, I have nothing tn
sell, but will give full Information abuaie how
you may find & complete cure witheut op-
eration, If you write to me, EBugens M.
Pullen, Carpenter, BM-C Marcellus Avenue,
Manosgquan, N. J. Better cut out this notice
and show It to any others who kre ruptured
~you may save a life or at least siop the
misery of rupture and the worry amd Janger
of an operation, —Advt

boys. Reckon these here two be up
10 a little mischief of thelr own.
They'll turn up all right. Don’t you |
worry,'"

| g0 out and leave Hardin

Whether It was mornlng or evening
grim damp dark of a!

me walk .

an |
or perhaps he'll even de- |
clde they've bought me off and that 1|
the nerve to come back and

|
long hours of weary walting a

Trusses did {

| heard and smiled grimiy

“BLU

flcker of light appeared In the da
rk-
ﬂn':lﬂmn:d Dane had come to wvisit

1 'ell.‘ll.rdlnl. you're n.lll.-.-k boy~
I;ut youre dealing with a alicker," ’;uu
nenu With u heavy effort at facetlous-
e88. “We've got you hand and foot—
btound and helpless. You ean see that
{or nl_.lrulf, ou're not much good to
h’: United Btates Revenue rvice
Where you are and you're not llkely to
K&t where you can be much use to trmm

‘f‘"" % you l:j.dl ﬂw |
! u,'’ arding, quletly.
WI. then, | guess l'l’-‘l;“l_'lre :hﬂl"t‘

jou'll listen to a little com nae
. - - \J mn »
;:;l;ht you? ‘Wa could use “n !.:?evcr
IS rl:lllﬂ' llke you who has frienda In
" Incen, ere's the propoaltion—

hh_qt 8, If you're interest In hearing

“(o ahead,"

sald ¥ ¢
Dane studied ilrdlntﬂ::lltl).

him thoug lily for a
He thou ]
“hat appeal to ke, o SRew exaolls
nlh‘? ell, | think you like my niece Dor-
m.). 1 don't want her to MUITY & poor
anﬂ' and a amart young fellow lke you
At be a poor man If he has senae
enough (o keep In right with the rev-
ﬁ{iue service and the heys who ars buck-
K It. Here's my proposition: We unite
i’-:t?or.tm' let you go, You Ko back and
i ey to Martin that there's nothing
“Account for your da of slence b
saying you thought thut ’;r you t-rln‘:l::- ll);
connectlons with New York and Iwid low
You'd be likely to get on all the secrets
of the place. Tell him there are no se-
l(‘:f'll—lh.l everything's right as & trivet
lii re. Tlll_t way you keep In right with
um and you can wise ug up to It If he
’l.'tn ready to send another Inspector
1‘:!:1.. thl‘n;.t:,ﬂerlré‘ You a chance Lo run
Wil o lu:ﬁn; _Iwhum with the hounds,
“And If T don't?’

An Overt Threat,

“If you don't, my boy. you'll never
tee Dorothy again, She'n been moping
around pretty asadly for the last few
days. She thinka you're the kind of a

about m
-~ dragaing lnm a;a of Eolr mug-

The Paddler Speaks.

At once Jimmy erédpt reund to Harding
and out the ropes which bound his
hands. Even then the smugglors ware
heard returning, and Jimray had only
time for a hirried whisper. “Hang on
to this knife and when they coma for
me take to the water."”

Next he hurried over to the sntrancs
of the eave and shouted tauntingly,
“Didn't T say that watch told secreta?

“It's that peddler!” shouted Dane. And
on the word he and his men followed the
taunting figure which hurried across
the passageway to the bottom of the
well and began swarming up the wall

A moment Iater the men left the
eave by two exits. Harding had freed
himselt and hurrying through thé bushes
he dived out into the water. In the
same Instant Jimmy got to the top ef
the well, picked up the shotgun he had
left Ilying In the grass and leveleq it
over the curbing.

On this tableau John Martin, his as-
satants and 1 entered: Jimmy Ilying
agross the gresn sward .l"“:r' his gun
At three men of the seafaring 1yr
while a good-looking Yyoung man la
corduroy adrip with salt water rushed
over the grass from the top of the

eliffs.

“Don't move, These things scatter
awfully,” commanded Jimmy, with a
wry ‘rflnce at his shotgun,

And the dripping young man man-
aged to ldugh In -m‘a of his condition
for he called cheerPully. “Hetter take
this. That thing lsn't loaded.”

But Martin and his officers bore
londed guns and those Intimidated the
smuggiers beyond all thought of a
fight. The law took posgeasion of
promptly. g

From the cottage came a disconsolate
little figure. “Oh, you aren't
uncle!” eried Dorothy Dane.

But life has its compensations aa she
learned at once, and not all men “'Kian
and ride away." For she found a
refuge In arma which were held out
to enfold her and fend off thoughts of
the doubtful uncertpinitiea she had
known during two long days of walt-
ing and from the shame she must feel
when her uncle eame to trial.

No mirk of a fishing village |n ever
afrald of salt water. And though he
was falrly adrip with the waters of the
Atlantie, Dorothy crept happlly into
Clinton Hardine's arms, for that was
the beginning of her story, and lo.lt
shail be the end of mine.

THE END,

700 BAD—
YOURE OLD”

With Your Hair You Would
Look Ten Years Younger

)

How often we have heard
this expression concerning a

eity chap to kiss and ride away for
something llke that. She's mighty un-
happy about you—and her faith in men
Is aboul gone,

“I's up to you whether yYou go
Davy Jones' locker and Dorothy goes
moping t:mu:hl life or whether you
marry and live happy sv '
pooee Ppy er after. Which

“Must I decide this mlaulo. Dane?"
he waked.

"No—give you twenty-four hours to
think it over. You'll be a little thirsly
and a little hungry, but not eating n'r
drinking will leave you entirely
for thinking." sald Iiane.
tamorrow for my answer,
It over earefully, boy.
time dead.”

free
“I'll show up
Better think
You'll be a loug

IA:lI Cinton Harding was left in the
darkneas of the cav !
Ry e S ave to measura his|

The next morning Dane returnad to |
the cave and with him came hia twn |
companlons—the seafaring men. They
stuck torches In the wall to light '.Iu-I
cave, and when they had made thelr |
preparations they asked Harding for
his Answer, i

Without bravado, almost without vimo-
tlon, he gave it: “Dane, the momen* I
Kel out of here I go stralght to John
Martin with my Informuation.”

Dane studied him for a mement—and
then necepted the answer.  ‘Well, hovs,
as woon as IU's dark we'll just drop lum
into the water with a rock to his feol.
Men don't come back from the bitim
Rave benn thele lade e e woukl

» ely frisnde— ey’ LTS
given half & chance. S Jehgs

And Jimmy Burton, peering iIn cau-
tously from the passngeway which he
had entered by means of the well rope,
to  himsolf,
Then he crept Into the shadow of the
cave und walted for the smugglors to
to the con-
Fresently they
farther entrance to sety

templation of his fate.
went out the

.once!

cer's Scalp Tonic.

prematurely bald young-old
man. It is absolutely un-
necessary that any man

ishould be subjected to such

sympathy from. his friends,
for there is a preparation cn
the market which, if used in
time, will remove all symp-
toms of falling hair, dan-
druff, and irritations of the
scalp and promote the
growth of the hair.

If you have been experi-
menting with preparations

|containing cocoanut oil or ai-

kalis (if it foams it contains
alkalis) throw them away at
Go to O'Donnell's
Drug Store, 904 F street, and
ask for a 50c bottle of Speis-
Use it ac-
cording to directions, and in
a reasonable time the most
satisfactory results will be
obtained. Remember, Mr.
O'Donnell guarantees this
preparation personally-sif it
fails, ask him for vyour
money,—Advt.

—Photo

showing BLUEBIRD

prefer.

EBI

The finest screen productions today are
BLUEBIRD PHOTOPLAYS. They give to
the Moving Picture patrons the
entertainment supreme. The BLUEBIRD’S
policy makes each release perfect in story,
action, direction, and cast of players.

- BlUl‘B!EE

The BLUEBIRD PHOTOPLAY sign is
your assurance of the best in Photodramas.

BLUEBIEE

If your favorite theatre m

him to do so. He can get them and will be
glad to know what you and your friends

Play. -

@
hotoplay

er is not

PHOTOPLAYS, ask




